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SIR GERALD SNITH, WORLD 
GOVERNMENT ENVOY, |S 
RETURNING TO WASHINGTON 
AFTER SUCCESSFULLY 
NEGOTIATING A CONTRACT 
TO MINE URANIUM IN 
ZAWARDI. 


JHE CONTRACT TAKES EFFECT FROM MIDNIGHT... 
IN SEVEN HOURS. IF SIR GERALD DOES NOT 
DELIVER THE CONTRACT TO WASHINGTON 
WITHIN THAT TIME THE URANIUM CONCESSION 
WILL GO TO THE HOSTILE POWER OF 


BEREZNIK. Wis a 
j ; awl 


iA 


YEAH... BUT. RS 


DOWN THERE... JUST 
Ng SORT OF SPOT 


FOR AN AMBUSH. 


MAKING A HURRIED RADIO CALL BEFORE THE 
INSTRUMENT GOES DEAD, THE PILOT SEES A 
CLEAR AREA IN THE DENSE JLINGLE. 


BRUISED AND SHAKEN, SiR GERALD 
LOOKS FOR HIS VITAL LUGGAGE... 


THERE'S NO TIME 
TO GET THE 


THE LAKE... 


DESPERATELY, THE PILOT 
PULLS SIR GERALD INTO 
THE COLD WATERS OF 


THE WORDS ARE CUT SHORT AS 
WATER FILLS THE STATEMAN'S 
MOUTH, JUST IN TIME THEY 
SWIM CLEAR... 


DOCUMENTS... GET 
QUT FAST... SHE'S 
GOING DOWN ANY, 


Swim / YOULL BE 

SUCKED LINDER 
WITH THE 

AIRCRAFT. 


IN WASHINGTON, WORLD | 
GOVERNMENT HEADS 
ARE WORRIED... 


THE LIRANILIM 
WiLt_GO 70 
BEREZNIk NOW, 


YES... 

% THERE'S NOT 
A THING WE 
CAN DO WELL 
NEVER FIND 


THE CONTRACT 

E! witt NEVER GET 
TO WASHINGTON 
NOW. WE'VE 


LOOKS THAT WAY: 
MY CALL PROBABLY SY 
GOT THROUGH TO THE 
TRACKING STATION, BUT, 


1 ONLY HAD TIME TO 
2b. GIVE A SKETCHY 
_ Ne 


THE VITAL G.0.S IS 
RECEIVED BY THE 
COMPUTERS OF | 
THUNDERBIRD FIVE... 


ORGANISATION 
THAT HAS BEEN 
KNOWN TO Putl 
KOFF MIRACLES... 


YES, 
FATHER... THE 
PLANE WAS 
SHOT DOWN 
NEAR THE 
REFERENCE 
/ GAVE YOU. 


THAT'S RIGHT. U 


1 UNDERSTAND YOU 

YUST SEND OUT A 

RADIO CALL FOR HELP 

AND SOMEHOW THEY, 
PICK IT LP. 


wet, * 
WHAT ARE 


WE VOWED NEVER TO 
INVOLVE OURSELVES IN 
ANYTHING POLITICAL, 
OPIN. 


1 KNOW, FATHER, 
BUT TWO MEN ARE LOST 
IN THE JUNGLE... EVEN 
THOUGH ONE 'S A 
POLITICIAN THEY. 
STILL NEED HELP 


—- S — AND IF WE JUST HAPPEN TO 
YOHN'S RIGHT, BOYS..Y RETRIEVE THAT CONTRACT AND GET. 
‘T TO WASHINGTON IN TIME | DON'T 
THINK ANYONE WiLL MIND.. 


OKAY... 
YOU'VE TALKED 


HAD BETTER 


AND YOU NEVER. Go, TOO. 


WHEN WE MIGHT 


74 THUNDERBIRD ONE 
4] STREAKS INTO THE 


THE GENIUS OF 


BRAINS MAKES 
DETAILED TRACKING 


POSSIBLE... 


VLL GO ON AHEAD AND 
TRY TO LOCATE THE : 

WRECKAGE WITH THE Witt 
PIN POINT X RAY SCAN. ¢ iy, vt Vhs 


GOOD/ /F THOSE 
TWO GUYS GOT OUT, 
THEY CAN'T BE FAR 
FROM HERE. (LL 
SWEEP THE AREA 
WITH THE VOICE 

PHONETIC. 


SUSPENDED 
ON_A CABLE, 
THE PHONETIC 
(3 ABLE TO 
DETECT HUMAN 
ISPEECH ABOVE 


LISTEN... 
1 CAN HEAR 
AN AIRCRAFT... 


THUNDERBIRD TWO. 
FROM THUNDERBIRD 
ONE... HAVE LOCATED 
SIR GERALD AND 
THE PILOT, 


TT 


iy WS) S DOW! 
1M GOING ers47, SCOT STHUNDEREIRD ONE 7 Touches 


"BE WITH YOU + pion Va ey 
IN TWENTY 
MINUTES. 


WELL NEED 
THUNDERBIRD. 
FOUR, VIRGIL. THE 
CONTRACT IS IN 
THE SUNKEN 


THE GIGANTIC AIRCRAFT COMES: 
INTO LAND AND WITH GORDON, 
ABOARD, THUNDERBIRD FOUR IS 
LAUNCHED. 


INTERNATIONAL RESCLIE'S LINDERWATER 
CRAFT SPEEDS TO THE DEPTHS OF 


; THE LAKE... 


?VE FOUND THE DOCUMENT 
CASE, SCOTT... RETURNING TO 
THUNDERBIRD FOLIR NOW. dz 


PROCEEDING 
7O PLANE NOW/ 


‘SURFACING, THUNDERBIRD |/ K, IN. NOW IF YOL/LL \ Abe Si 
GOOD_WORK, GORDON. NO} Dee RE IEIE| GENES 


FOUR IS WINCHED BACK || COLLECT Si GERALD AND HIS PILOT 
tee re nen GUY ON ee evn Lice & Bme jj, SPEAKS, DANGERS 
CRAFT... iam 5 BACK TO WASHINGTON. i Anaaser Ibs) 


YES... WE CAN 
JUST ABOLIT MAKE 
IT IN TIME... IF OUR 
JOURNEY 1S NOT 
INTERRUPTED AGAIN, 


RED LEADER TO BASE... 
ACTIVITY AREA DEAD 
AHEAD. 
= SS 


& BASE 70 
A RED LEADER.- 


IS you ARE ORDERED 
TO MAKE NO FURTHER © 
STAKE: wit X 
“QeoreOY TE Ey : WAS A FAILURE 
QUARRY AND ‘ \ DUE TO MY. 
\\ NEGLIGENCE. 
1T Witt NOT 
_ HAPPEN 


THUNDERBIRD ONE,SEVEN 
TIMES FASTER, IS WELL 
AHEAD WHEN THE 
FIGHTERS ARE DETECTED... 


THUNDERBIRD ONE 
COMES AIRBOURNE. FROM THUNDERBIRD 


DISTANT, THUNDERBIRD TWO BEC TWO... REQUEST 
- SE IMMEDIATE ASSISTANCE, 


= FOUR BANDITS 
4 ON MY TAIL 


WITH THE ENEMY FIGHTERS STILL FIVE MILES | 


[ScoTT SWINGS HIS SHIP ROUND... | OKAY. VIRGE. 
: : THE SONIC 
VAMMER WiLL 
FIX THESE 


i 
» 


Bt 
Los 


- THEN IT (S THE TURN | 
SUDDENLY, THE s OF THE FIGHTERS TO 
MISSILES ‘VEER GAIN THE SPOTLIGHT... 
OFF COURSE... 


THE FIGHTERS ARE 
FORCED TO FLY OUT 

OF RANGE AND THE Z 
THUNDERBIRD MACHINES. 
RETURN TO THEIR 
ORIGINAL COURSE. 


OKAY, VIRGIL... HEAD : 4 

FOR WASHINGTON. 7, Z So NOT. 
| DON'T THINK THOSE ees 
JOKERS Witt BOTHER % fi : bss Epes! 
Ue AN PONE IT AGAIN. 


SECRET AGENT INTELLIGENCE TEST 


IN EACH OF THESE SETS THERE IS AN 
ODD ONE. CAN YOU SPOT IT? 


FIND YOUR WAY FROM A TO Z WITHOUT CROSSING A LINE 
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Pacific Ocean, the pilot and navigator of 

a World Air Alliance Tac-Strike Domina- 
tor bomber sat watching their instrument dials, 
and imagined the dozens of tracking stations 
scattered about the world below, each one 
keeping careful watch on their aircraft’s 
training-flight course. 

For aboard the Dominator—largest, newest 
and most powerful of W.A.A.’s battle fleet— 
lay the deadliest, most devastating bomb ever 
devised by man. Enough high-fissile therium 87 
to vanish half a continent in the wink of an eye. 
A bomb awe-inspiring in its power, and coded 
... “Sunburst”. 


Press THOUSAND FEET above the 


i the main control room at Marineville, 


Atlanta Shore took her eyes from the tiny* 


speck on the tracking scanner before her, and 
looked out of the window, towards the sea. 

“The Dominator should pass right over us, 
father,” she said. “It’s a clear day, and we 
might even be able to see it.” 

Commander Shore grunted non-committally, 
and followed his daughter’s gaze. “It’s just that 
much too high, Atlanta. And it'll be flying fast. 
Tt’ll be gone in a flash.” 


Prophetic words. A sudden, startled cry from 
Atlanta brought Commander Shore’s motorised 
chair to her side, and together they stared at the 
blank emptiness of the tracking scanner screen. 

“Father! It’s gone! The Dominator’s dis- 
appeared! One second, it was there . . . and the 
next... .” 

“Quick, Atlanta! Get Central Air Control!” 
Now Shore was alert . . . almost violent with 
urgency. 

A frenzied, panic-tinged voice crackled back 
across the airwaves from Central Control in 
Washington. Simultaneously, every single track- 
ing station had radioed in to report “screen 
blank”. 

“Shore here!” The commander had grabbed 
the direct communication handset. “‘Disappear- 
ance took place point one-five-one-five green, 
zero-zero-four-two red. Our area. Will order 
immediate checkout. Repeat. Immediate check- 
out!” 

The throbbing drumbeat of the signal order- 
ing Stingray to launch stations sent Troy 
Tempest and Phones racing from the standby 
lounge to their injector seats. Within minutes, 
the fantastic super-submarine was through the 
ocean door and heading for the open sea. 


“Speed, six hundred knots. Course red one- 
eight. Maintaining open radio for further 
instructions.” Grim-faced, Troy glanced across 
at Phones. “We should reach vanishing point 
in thirty minutes, Phones. Let me know the 
instant you pick up any reading!” 

“Aye, aye, Captain. The hydrophones won’t 
miss anything the size of that Dominator!” 

But as Stingray neared the point of the air- 
craft’s disappearance, a point cross-checked 
from the bearings of every one of the W.A.A. 
tracking stations, the face of the lean young 
lieutenant clouded with anxiety. 

“Troy! We’re right over the spot. There’s no 
mistake. But I’m getting no reading . . . that 
plane just isn’t here!” 

“Tt’s got to be here, Phones. It didn’t blow 
up, that’s for sure.” 

Troy craned forward, scanning the silent, 
weed-overgrown seabed below them. There was 
nothing. No trace of wreckage. 

“Tm taking her down into the weed, Phones 

. if the Dominator broke up, it could be 
scattered about.” 

For half an hour Stingray combed backwards 
and forwards over the spot, searching fruit- 
lessly. For all that was there, the huge aircraft 


and its deadly load might have been plucked 
from the sky and vanished, as if by some 
fantastic magician. 

“Stingray to Marineville. Findings negative, 
negative. Am returning to base. Over.” 

The baffling impact of Troy’s message left 
Commander Shore, for once, with nothing to 
say in reply. 


TINGRAY had gone, and the seabed was 
-J silent and deserted again. But, suddenly, the 
mass of close-packed weed began to stir. Slowly, 
it began to lift. It parted in a long, central 
fissure, releasing a mass of bubbles, and expos- 
ing a thin shaft of light that grew wider and 
wider with every second. From perfect conceal- 
ment on the ocean floor, two gigantic double 
doors were opening. 

A figure on a single-seater power-chariot 
drifted silently upwards into view, and his 
grotesque, fish-like eyes swept the deserted 
scene. The sentry was an Aquaphibian, a sub- 
ject of Titan, ruthless ruler of the undersea city 
of Titanica, and sworn enemy of Marineville. 

Satisfied with the emptiness of the seascape 
the sentry returned to the huge air-lock chamber 
sunk into the ocean floor. Entering a smaller 
air lock, the sentry arrived in another huge 
chamber. There, resting on a huge, shining plate 
of flat metal, its nose almost touching a vast 
console of electronic equipment, was the miss- 
ing Dominator bomber. There, ‘gazing help- 
lessly from the bars of a steel cage, the aircraft’s 
crew. And there, a party of Aquaphibians gently 
lowering a harness from the belly of the giant 
aircraft ... a harness heavy with the weight of 
a fat cylinder of dull, lead-like metal . . . the 
terrifying therium 87 bomb capable of devastat- 
ing half a continent. 

The sentry cringed low before the baleful 
glare of the tyrant who stood with folded arms 
beside the electronic machinery of his evil 
planning. “All is quiet, Master! Nothing to 
report!” 

“Good. Soon we will be ready to leave this 
place and return to Titanica.” Titan spared a 
glance of regret for the complicated instruments 
at his elbow. 

“A pity to sacrifice this brilliant equipment 
of mine, which stopped the Terrainean flying 
machine in its flight and beamed it so accurately 
down to my very feet! But once those fools at 
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Marineville hear my ultimatum and agree to it 
...and they will . . . everything will be worth 
it! At last I shall have power over the whole 
earth!” 


ACK at Marineville, Troy Tempest had just 

put in his official report. For the fifth time 
he and Phones were going over their route, their 
charts, their negative findings, with Commander 
Shore. 

Suddenly, the crackle of static on the open- 
system emergency airwave brought their heads 
up, alertly. 

“This is Titanica. This is Titanica.” The un- 
mistakable, metallic voice of Titan himself filled 
the room, and brought stunned, silent amaze- 
ment to the faces of the listening WASP 
officers, é 

“T have your bomb . . . do you hear me? I 
have it, and I have concealed it somewhere 
where you will never find it! Should I explode 
it, it will devastate—a certain area. Maybe a 
highly populated Terrainean city . . . maybe a 
strategic base. You can only guess!” 

The voice paused, and there was dry, silent 
tension in the Marineville Command Centre. 

“T will explode this bomb at sixteen hundred 


= - 
~ ae 
es 
es 


Q 


hours. Sixteen hundred. . . ..” Now the gloat in 
Titan’s voice was almost unbearable. “Your 
only hope of preventing this disaster is to hand 
over the vessel Stingray to me. . . and it must 
be delivered by Troy Tempest himself!” 

There was a click, and the airwaves were 
silent again. 

Seconds, which seemed like hours, dragged 
past before anyone in the control room dared to 
speak. Every eye was on Troy. 

“He’s sure got us over a barrel this time, 
Commander.” Stingray’s captain pulled a wry 
face, and shrugged helplessly. “Just what in 
heck can we do?” 

“Sixteen hundred hours! That’s four o’clock,” 
muttered Commander Shore. “Exactly seven 
hours from now. Tarnation, we’ve no time even 
to begin looking for that bomb! Titan could 
have planted it anywhere!” 

“New York . . . San Francisco . . . Marine- 
ville, or any other city or base around the 
coast.” Phones brushed a finger up and down 
a wall-map. “Just where would we start?” 

Atlanta, by the main radio, was already deal- 
ing with the barrage of calls coming in from 
Government and military headquarters. Titan’s 
message had been a general broadcast. 


SEVEN HOURS TO SUN BURST 


“Everyone wants to know what we’re going 
to do, father,” she faltered. “Since the ultima- 
tum largely concerns us. . . .” 

Commander Shore’s anger and frustration 
boiled to the surface. His fist slammed down on 
the surface of his desk. 

“Do those lamebrains imagine that giving up 
Stingray, and letting Titan have an open hand 
to kill Troy, is going to do any good? Titan’s 
still going to explode that bomb, whatever we 
agree to!” 

Now Atlanta was speaking into the receiver 
of the scarlet-and-black telephone, the direct 
line from World Government House. 

“The President’s already on his way with his 
top-level advisers for an emergency conference, 
father.” 

“Pah! Talk, talk, and more talk. Is that going 
to help?” Commander Shore snorted angrily, 
and sank his head despairingly in his hands. 

A gloomy, hopeless silence fell on the main 
control room, broken only by the incessant 
clatter of incoming messages, and the relentless 
hum of the clock as the hands began to chop 
down the inevitable time limit. 


T was just before noon. The President had 

arrived, and a top-level conference was busy 
chasing itself round in fruitless circles. 

Wearily, Commander Shore spread his hands 
and looked emptily at Troy. “All the major 
defence systems are in operation at every sea- 
board city and probable target-zone . . . but 
what good will it do? That therium 87 bomb 
makes a big joke out of every single established 
counter-measure. We've got exactly five hours 
to sit it out and wait for the biggest bang the 
world’s ever heard!” 

“Let Phones and me take Stingray out, Com- 
mander,” pleaded Troy. “We might stumble on 
something in the way of an answer. Any chance 
is worth taking!” 

At that moment there came a knock on the 
control-room door, and it opened to admit the 
senior maintenance engineer from Stingray’s 
servicing section. - 

“What do you want, Lieutenant?” barked 
Shore, testily. = 

The Chief Engineer held something in his 
hand, It looked like a piece of common seaweed. 

“T found this lodged in Stingray’s hull, sir. 
Thought you might be interested to see it.” 


Commander Shore opened his mouth wide 
and smashed his fist down with a thump that 
shook the room. “Seaweed? At a time like this, 
you think we’re interested in seaweed?” 

“Sure, Commander,” replied the Engineer, 
evenly. “This seaweed. It’s made of some kind 
of plastic!” 

Troy leaped forward and snatched the weed 
from the Engineer’s hand. “Phones! Look at 
this! The only place we got tangled up with weed 
was over the spot the Dominator vanished! And 
we picked up plastic weed!” 

Even as Commander Shore and Atlanta 
tushed for the communications and radio sys- 
tems, Troy and Phones raced to action stations. 
At fifteen minutes after noon the ocean door 
below Marineville slid open, and Stingray burst 
out in a neck-or-nothing dash for the open sea. 

“Course red one-eight, Phones! We'll be there 
by quarter to one!” 


ANG on time, Stingray cut engines directly 

above the innocent-looking carpet of weed 
Troy and Phones had already combed earlier 
that morning. 

“Aqualung gear, Phones,” said Troy. “Let's 
take a real close look!” 

The two men flapped their way across the 
ocean bed, speaking their thoughts aloud over 
micro-intercom. “This weed’s genuine enough, 
Troy . . . nothing out of the ordinary here. .. .” 

Then, suddenly, Troy gave a shout of 
triumph. “Phones! Over here! The real weed 
ends on a perfectly straight line! I’ve found the 
fake stuff beyond!” 


It took several impatient minutes to trace out 
the outline of Titan’s ingeniously concealed 
double doors . . . and a closer look revealed the 
join between them. 

“We're going to have to blast out way in, 
Phones.” Troy’s eyes were grim and determined 
behind the glass of his diving mask. “There’s no 
telling what we’ll find when we get through, but 
we’ve got to risk it!” 

Back in Stingray, Troy thumbed the engines 
into life, and surfaced for a crash-dive attack. 

“This is it, Phones! Now!” 

The gleaming craft lanced through the water 
at an almost vertical descent. One of Troy’s 


swim-fins, left right in the centre of the con- 
cealed doors, gave them the mark, . . . 

“Fire sting missile!” 

The water boiled violently to the blast of the 
exploding warhead, and the shock-wave practi- 
cally threw Stingray onto its back .. . but as 
the super-sub’s commander wrestled expertly 
with the controls and brought his craft back on 
a level keel, a shaft of light revealed a gaping, 
jagged gash in the double doors. 

“Cut engines! We’re going in!” Troy brought 
Stingray to a gentle halt and ran once more for 
the aqualung gear. 

A simple air-lock gave into Titan’s under- 
ground chamber . . . although there was no sign 
either of the Titanican leader or his Aqua- 
phibian underlings. 

“Gee, Troy! We’ve found it! The Dominator!” 
Phones could hardly control his excitement. 

“And the bomb, Phones . . . the bomb! Look 
there!”’ Troy pointed to the sinister shape, lying 
alongside the electronic instrument console. 
“This must be the machinery Titan used to 
bring down the plane.” 

Suddenly, a frantic chorus of shouts made 
Phones and Troy spin round, their guns at the 
ready. 

“Tt’s the aircrew, Phones! They’re in that 
cage... behind the aircraft! Come on... .” 

In moments the prisoners were free . . . but 
moments, even seconds, were beginning to get 
more and more precious. A glance at his watch 
showed Troy the time as twenty-five minutes to 
two. “Two hours and twenty-five minutes to 
zero hour! What can you boys tell us about that 
bomb?” 

“There’s a timing control in the nose-cone,” 
rasped the Captain of the Dominator. “Titan 
set it before he cleared out with his boys.” 

“Well, we’ve got to un-set it!” Troy was 
unconsciously flexing his fingers. “If it goes up, 
we get it, Stingray gets it, and at this range 
Marineville and a good chunk of the Pacific 
coast gets it too!” 

The aircraft captain chewed his lip nervously. 

“Captain Tempest . . . once that time mecha- 
nism’s been set . . . it’s a hair-trigger job to do 
anything about it! One slip . . . one hurried 
movement . . . the mainspring flies out, and the 
bomb goes off in your face!” 

There was no hesitation from Stingray’s 
skipper. “I’m in charge of this show,” he said. 
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“Phones . . . escort these officers back to 
Stingray, and wait for me there. If I’ve got to 
concentrate, I’ve got to be alone!” 

“But, Troy. ...” 

“No buts, Phones. That’s an order!” 
he hour and fifteen minutes had dragged 

past. To Troy it seemed like an eternity. 
Every second brought an irresistible impulse to 
look at his watch and groan aloud at the relent- 
less sweep of the hands. , 

Only three pieces of metal lay beside him. 
The nose-cone cover, the inner protector plate, 
the main’ time-switch housing. 

Delicately, gently, Troy unscrewed a tiny 
pivot and slipped it out. It dropped from his 
fingers, slippery with sweat, and he realised 
there was a numbing, tense pain in his back. 


“IT’S three o’clock! There’s only another hour 

left!” Phones gripped the edge of the map- 
table aboard Stingray and clenched till his 
knuckles were white. 

The two airmen sat silent. Their breathing 
was heavy and laboured, and beads of perspira- 
tion stood out on their foreheads. 

“Why in heck didn’t Troy let us stay in there 
with him? I can’t take much more of this 
waiting . . . this not knowing. . . .” 

Phones rubbed his eyes. They were sore with 
the effort of staring at the jagged, light-filled 
hole in the doorway to Titan’s chamber. 

In fact, the young lieutenant stared so hard, 
it was several seconds before he realised that 
Troy had appeared, swimming strongly towards 
them. 

“Great! He’s done it! He’s done it!” Phones 
leaped about the cabin like a madman, wringing 
the hands of the airmen. 

But then, as Troy Tempest passed through 
the air-lock and into Stingray, the triumphant 
grins froze and faded. The WASP Captain’s face 
was grey with defeat! 

“Tm sorry, fellers. It’s no good, I just 
couldn’t get at the pieces. It’s all together again 
... and in thirty-five minutes . . . that’s it.” 

“JI guess this is the end, then!” Phones 
swallowed hard. 

“For us, yes. For these airmen, for Marine- 
ville, and for the coastal cities, no.” Troy’s 
voice didn’t betray a fraction of the sick feeling 
he must have had. 


“You boys,” he turned to the airmen, “will 
take Stingray’s escape kit and make it back to 
Marineville. And”—he caught the look of 
protest in their eyes—‘‘and there'll be no argu- 
ments. Get going, boys.” 

Now, Phones and Troy were alone in Sting- 
ray. Gently, Troy maneuvred the craft over the 
hole in the underwater doors. “I sure am sorry 
about this, Phones, but there’s no other way. 

"We're going to winch that bomb up in its 
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harness, and get the blazes out of here. . . right 
out into the open sea where it can explode 
without setting up anything more than massive 
tidal waves. 

“We'll just—just have time to get it to a safe 
area. But we won’t have time to get clear 
ourselves.” 

Phones spoke quietly, evenly. “Okay, Troy, 
let’s get the show on the road.” 


E was five minutes to four. Five minutes to 
zero hour . . . to oblivion. “Cut engines. This 
is far enough.” 

Troy turned and looked Phones straight in 
the eye. He couldn’t have explained why, but 
he was smiling. 

“Here goes, Phones.” Troy threw a switch, 
and watched the bubbles rise as the bomb, 
released, fluttered away from Stingray and down 
into the deepest depths of the Pacific. 

“Shucks, Troy, we don’t have to sit right on 
top of it! Let’s set course and keep running till 
it blows!” 

Troy shrugged. “Anything you say, Phones.” 

Minutes ticked by as Stingray cut through the 
unsuspecting quietness of the deep water. The 
two men didn’t speak . . . there seemed nothing 


to say. They gazed ahead and wondered how, 
in the millionth part of an instant, this comfort- 
able green blanket of sea could be instantly 
atomised. 

Troy looked at his watch. 

“We're on the seconds now, Phones.” Sting- 
ray’s captain noticed how his companion jumped 
at the sound of his voice. 

“Forty-five... forty-four . . . forty-three. 

“Shucks, Troy!” Phones sounded pained. 
“Do you have to make a count-down?” 

“Sorry, buddy.” Troy grinned and held out 
his hand, “It’s been good, Phones. I guess we 
can go out with the last laugh on Titan, too.” 

As Phones took Troy’s hand, the face of the 
captain’s watch seemed to mock up at them, 
and all they could see was the second-hand, 
closing oh-so-rapidly to the figure twelve. 

“Three seconds . . . two... .” They were both 
counting now, but silently. 

“One second . . . ZERO!” 


“7 ERO plus one . . . zero plus two . . . plus 


three. . . .” There was a dreadful silence 
—heavy, tangible. Very slowly Phones opened 
his eyes. 


“Gee, Troy! You’re crushing my hand!” 
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Troy licked his lips, and his voice cracked in 
his dry throat. “It—it didn’t go off, Phones.” 

The two men stared at each other, as though 
paralysed. Then Troy galvanised into action. 

“Let’s get the heck out of here before it 
changes its mind! Course green nine-five! Full 
rate!” 


'HE time—four fifty-one. On the horizon, 
the Pacific coastline, and the familiar view 
of Marineville from the sea. 

Surfaced now, Troy sat back, cut the controls 
to half speed, and laughed with uncontrollable 
telief. 

“JT don’t believe it! I just don’t believe it! 
Hey . . . it’s about time we yanked ourselves 
together and put the good news through to 
base!” 

Phones made an embarrassed grimace. “Yeah! 
I guess we should’ve done that before! We 
haven't been thinking straight, Troy!” 

Grinning, chuckling, Phones pressed the radio 
button and spoke. But there was no answer. 

“Heck, Troy! The radio’s fouled. Must have 
been the shockwave of our sting missile at such 
close quarters.” 


“Well, at least we have an excuse for keeping 


all this to ourselves, Phones. Come on—let’s get 
Stingray penned and go see the Commander.” 


T was as the two men were walking up from 

the pen towards the main control room that 
they felt the earth tremble beneath their feet. 

From afar, way out to sea, there came a dull, 
distant rumble, that grew, faded, and grew 
again to a steady roar. 

Minutes later, the first stirrings of a powerful 
Wind, and the bulge of a black, gathering cloud 
away beyond the horizon. 

“It’s gone off, Troy!” Phones was suddenly 
white. 

“Exactly one hour after the scheduled time 
. . Tight to the second.” Troy was staring at his 
watch, as though hypnotised. Now he felt 
Phones grip his arm. 

“Here comes the Commander . . . and he’s in 
an all-fired hurry, Troy!”” 

Commander Shore’s motorised chair swished 
up beside them, and they could see that his face, 
like theirs, was beaded with sweat. 

“Boys! It’s good to see you . . . real good! 
You two are in on the biggest round of con- 
gratulations the world’s ever seen! But first... 
first hear this!”” 

Straight-faced, the Commander pointed to 
two figures approaching . . . the two airmen 
who had made their escape in Stingray’s survival 
craft. 

“As soon as these boys turned up, and told 
me what you were up to, I moved heaven and 
earth trying to get you on the radio, Troy! No 
—don’t interrupt, darn it! I know it must’ve 
been out of action! The great point is, that in 
all the confusion, we clean overlooked the 
simple fact that time in Titanica, this period of 
the year, is an hour behind ours! Titan’s four 
o'clock meant our five!” 

Commander Shore scratched his head and 
looked round in mystification at the two air- 
men. 

“Well, can you beat that, fellers? Two guys 
who’ve spent all day fooling with the most 
dangerous situation in the world, and they pass 
out at the sound of their commander’s old, 
familiar voice!” 


THE END 
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Vampire Bat. 


IGHT was falling. Shadows were cast 

across the sinister ruins of the old 
monastery buildings. The air was full of 
mystery and terror. From the shadows, the 
sound of breathing could be heard. Then came 
the sound of footsteps approaching the ruin. 
Nearer and nearer the steps came, until through 
the mist came the figure of a man. Suddenly, a 
shape emerged from the shadows and enveloped 
the horrified man. A short nip to the victim’s 
neck and it was finished. The unfortunate 
man fell to the ground. Dracula had struck 
again. ... 

The credits of the film and the title flashed 
across the screen. It was another horror film. . . 
about vampires. 

For years film producers and directors have 
been making horror films around the subject of, 
vampires. It was, and still is, portrayed as a 
myth, but the myth is fact. There really are 
vampires .. . VAMPIRE BATS. 


'HE vampire bat is a sinister creature to 
look at and lives up to its appearance. 
Living on blood, not only from mammals and 
reptiles, but also on human blood, the bat has 
unusual methods of gaining its food. Flying 
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at a low level, the vampire circles its victim 
until it is ready for the attack. Then it lands a 
few feet away and dances about, hypnotizing 
the creature with its fearful prancing. In a state 
of hypnosis the unfortunate quarry is powerless. 
At these signs the bat leaps onto its prey’s back 
and injects its powerful teeth into the skin, 
forcing fresh blood to flow. Then as quickly as 
he came the bat flies off leaving the victim to 
recover. The quarry feels nothing and is un- 
harmed because the amount of blood taken is so 
small. 

Because the bat emerges mainly at night, 
nature has given it two forms of sight. 

The first is through its tiny slit eyes, which it 
uses during the day. The second, a form of 
built-in radar, it uses to pierce the darkness. 

The little mammal can find its way without 
any hesitation by emitting ultra-sonic sound 
waves from its nose and mouth. The waves fan 
out and bounce off any objects in the bat’s path. 
The creature’s hyper-sensitive ears pick up the 
warning echoes and changes course. 

The structure of the bat’s wings is rather like 
that of a bird’s. The wing consists of a membrane 
of skin, stretched on the arm and modified 
hand, and along the body to the hind legs, or 
even the tail. 


THE WORLD WE SHARE WITH THE VAMPIRE BAT 


Coloured brownish-grey the vampire bat has 
a coat of short cropped hair, and not fur as 
many people think. It has very long legs and 
with these it is able to climb up verticle walls 
and constructions of old buildings where it 
makes its crude home. Here it lives in a colony 
of up to twelve or more, hanging upside down 
from the rafters. A creature of the dark, its 
hunting is done at night. 

One of the amazing features about the bat is 
its fantastic teeth. Each tooth is a precision 
instrument as sharp as any stiletto and twice 
as effective. One nip from the teeth is all that is 
needed to split open any vein. This operation 
is executed so deftly and cleanly that the 
incision could not waken the lightest of sleepers. 
The vampire bat has been given the apt name 
of the “expert surgeon’ owing to the skill of 
its teeth. 

It is true that the vampire bat is a blood 
drinker and it is also true that it causes a great 
deal of disease. But what is never mentioned is 
the fact that the bat is also one of the Central 
American farmer’s greatest allies in the increas- 
ing war against the insect pests. For today, the 
vampire bat helps man to keep down more 
than seventy-five per cent of the harmful insect 
pests that bring failure to so many crops. 


Living on the blood 
of mammals and rep- 
tiles, the vampire bat 
has unusual methods 
of gaining its food. 
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OF A MOONSHOT! 


ATELINE—December 1969. The eyes 

of the world turn to Cape Kennedy, 
where the countdown has begun. The first drifts 
of smoke spit from the tail of the 3,000 ton 
Saturn rocket, and three men in the Apollo 
spacecraft, perched on the rocket’s nose, cross 
their fingers and wait. 

At last, the long-awaited American attempt 
to put men on the moon begins . . . and the 
colossal rocket lifts off to begin its 25,000 m.p.h. 
journey to the stars! 

It could happen. It is scheduled to happen. 
The men behind the massive seven-thousand- 
million pound programme say it must happen 
... but there is one big snag. 

Already, a fantastic vertical assembly build- 
ing has been erected by a tribe of Mohawk 
Indians—the finest steel-men in the business. 
Already, 300,000 men have completed their 
part in the project. But already, one problem 
has reared its head . . . transport. And all 
because the entire rocket-spaceship-launch- 


tower assembly has to be moved three miles 
from the assembly building to the firing pad. 

It took four million pounds to order and 
build three “Crawlers” . . . enormous tracked 
"vehicles that swarm with operators, who seem 
like ants in comparison to the transporters 
that are the largest in the world. They'll have 
to support 6,000 tons of space-machinery 
and take it, inch by inch, on a one m.p.h. 
journey that will last three hours. Yet the 
first tests on these gigantic crawlers say that 
the bearings, stupendous as they are, won't 
take the strain! 

So what happens? Make larger bearings? A 
machine can’t be found to tackle the job... and 
in any case, the crawlers themselves are a year 
behind their delivery date! 

It seems fantastic, even in this age of the 
fantastic, that when all systems are go for a 
twenty-five thousand mile-an-hour journey, 
the whole scheme could grind from a one 
mile-an-hour crawl to a dead stop! 


Like sentinels against the sky, these launch towers are being completed at Merritt Island, Fla., as 
part of the National Aeronautics and Space Administration's moonport at Cape Kennedy. The 
towers will help launch NASA's Saturn V rockets which will boost the three-man Apollo space-craft 
on its way to the moon. 


public houses and theatres, all selling 
English products, all dealing in English 
currency. This is a typical English city, approxi- 
mately sixty miles square where no other lan- 
guage except English is spoken. But this city is 
in the heart of Russia, a hundred miles from 
Kuibyshev. Its purpose, to train Russians to 
spy in English speaking countries such as Great 
Britain and America. It is just one of the fan- 
tastic methods adopted by one of Russia’s 
largest spy training schools . . . GACZYNA. 
Gaczyna is a finishing school for spies. After 
going through two other spy schools, spanning 
a period of five to six years, the would-be spies 
are then examined and selected for a further 
ten-year course at Gaczyna. After this period 
they go out into the Western world to begin 
their careers as spys. 


F pss shops, cinemas, snack bars, 


S soon as the students at Gaczyna arrive 

they are taken to the department dealing 
with the country that has been chosen for them 
by the recruitment division in Moscow. The 
divisions are as follows: 


North West .  . North America 

North . .  . Canada 

North East .  . United Kingdom 

South . .  . Australia, New Zealand, 
South Africa and India. 


Each division is a replica of streets and build- 
ings typical of that area. All the inhabitants dress 
in the Western style. All speak English. 
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The Cigarette-box Murder Weapon. The cigarette tips hide razor-edged bullets 
filled with deadly poison. By pressing the sides of the case a torch-type battery 
operates a spring which fires the deadly pellets through the fake tips. 


The students occupy rooms in hotels and 
boarding-houses, flats or houses; these are iden- 
tical to those found in the country they have 
been chosen to spy on. 

For the first five years the students are taught 
the English language. They learn to write and 
think in English. They listen to tape recordings 
of radio and television programmes from the 
Western world in order to perfect their accent. 

While three-quarters of the course is devoted 
to learning English, the pupils also receive other 
training to enable them to pass as a native of 
their chosen country. This consists of reading 
novels by noted Western authors, listening to 
classical and light music, folk songs, popular 
jazz and beat music. They also have to learn 
ballroom dancing and other social activities. 

Apart from these methods every student must 
visit the exhibition halls for final briefings. 
These halls are equipped with everything the 
students will be likely to meet when on active 
service, 

There is one hall devoted exclusively to uni- 
forms. Here there is a collection of uniforms 
used by every country in the world. This train- 
ing is essential so that the candidate, when 
abroad, will not go up to a postman and tell 
him that he has not delivered the daily milk. 

The final subject taught at the school is sport. 


33 


Each agent has to learn the national sports of 
his allocated country. All the rules have to be 
learnt and memorised, and all the agents must 
be able to play the games to a high standard. 
For the majority of their stay in Gaczyna the 
pupils stay in the constructed towns. But for 
some time they have to spend part of their ten 
years in the country. Here again Gaczyna is 
prepared. For like the big city there are also 
smaller villages. These villages are the exact 
replicas of those they will find on service abroad. 
Nothing is left to chance at Gaczyna. 


HEN the students finish their ten-year 
course they are again examined by the 
governing board. The selection committee 
chooses the few who are to go on active service. 
The agents have taken new identities and, after 
their training, fit unnoticed into the machinery 
of their chosen country. No one knows that 
beneath the mask is an agent sending secrets 
to Moscow. This is the reward given to Gaczyna 
for the years of tuition, the years of perfection, 
and the years of headaches. 
It is remarkable to think that out of five 
agents who leave the school each year ready for 
service only one is detected and caught as a 


spy. 
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WEL 
DID YOU ENJOY YOUR * 
FIRST DAY AT WORK? 
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GREAT. / GOT THE SACK 
THREE TIMES AND PAID THREE)% 
TIMES, $0 |'VE GOT THREE 
DAY'S Pay FOR ONE 
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ng 
bit ak 


BIOGRAPHY— a1 


'WENTY ONE was born William Frazer in 

Kahra, Mars in 2018, eldest son of space 
pioneer Sir William and Lady Frazer who had 
settled on Mars in 2009. 

Educated at Kahra University, young William 
graduated with degrees in mathematics, space 
navigation and music. He joined the Martian 
Space Academy and graduated as an astronaut 
in 2036. He was transferred to the World Space 
Patrol headquarters, which was then in Wash- 
ington, as aide to Air General Steve Kalizki. 
When Sir William died in 2037, Twenty One 
inherited his father’s title. 

As Sir William Frazer, Twenty One moved 
with General Kalizki when the General was 
promoted to the post of Director of the Uni- 
versal Secret Service. 

To, protect their families, the two men fol- 
lowed normal Universal Secret Service practise 
and changed their names. Air General Kalizki 
took the name of Zodiac, and Sir William 
changed his to Brent Cleever. 

While on vacation on Venus in 2039, Brent 
became involved with an attempt to assassinate 
the Venusian President. His brilliant handling 
of the case led to the destruction of the assas- 
sinators. 

Almost immediately, Brent had his first run 
in with the newly formed crime syndicate 
Sofram, the Solar Organisation for Revenge 
and Murder. Caught by Sofram Agents, 
Twenty One only escaped with the aid of a 
child’s toy. 

On his return to Mars, Brent contacted the 
Century 21 toy company on the outskirts 
of Kahra and asked them to make toys 
to his design and specifications. The idea 
was an immediate success, and even though 


ih 


Brent was nearly killed twice by his own toys, 
they were soon standard issue to all Special 
Agents. 

S, as General Zodiac was now called, decided 
that the U.S.S. should take over the Century 21 
toy factory and use it as a front cover for the 
Secret Service. At the same time, he hired Tina 
Palamac as chief designer. 

In.2041 Brent was made Senior Special Agent 
Twenty One, and quickly established himself as 
the agent of the U.S.S. 

In all the years of association with the U.S.S. 
Brent has only once ever disagreed with official 
policy. This was in 2046 while working in the 
Andromeda Probe case. 

Brent had stumbled on the Bereznik plot to 
blast the World President and Astran Kaplan 
into space whiie on a routine raid on a Bereznik 
rocket site. 

The information nearly cost Brent his life, 
and was responsible for Tina’s own death. 
After Twenty One had taken charge of the 
Andromeda project and smashed the Bereznik 
plot he resigned from the U.S.S. to give himself 
a free hand in tracing Tina’s assassin’s. 

With the assassins dead, Brent was soon re- 
called to the U.S.S. and in 2055 took over from 
S as Director of the Universal Secret Service. S 
was promoted to the World Security Council, 
with responsibility for counter espionage. 

The Twenty One stories are taken from the 
U.S.S. files by special permission of the World 
President, and deal exclusively with his work 
between 2045 and 2055. 

Because of security requirements, no photo- 
graph has ever been taken of Twenty One or 
any U.S.S. agent and all illustrations of stories 
are only artist’s impressions. 
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INA PALAMAC was born in Austria in 

2020. Her father, Senor Carlos Palamac, 
was Mexican consulate to the United European 
Community. 

In the great atomic war of 2028, both Tina’s 
parents were killed. Orphaned, she was put in 
the care of the Uniied Nations Childrens 
Organisation and was brought up at their home 
in Athens, Greece. 

Qualifying from Corfu University with 
degrees in computer mechanics, engineering 
and dressmaking, Tina went to work for U.E.I., 
Universal Engineering Incorporated, the giant 
engineering company. 

After eighteen months work in the computer 
laboratories she was transferred to the design 
section working on the new atomic engines for 
U.E.I.’s Fireflash airliner. It was one of Tina’s 
experimental designs which laid the basis for the 
final break-through on the engine. 

As leader of the third design team, Tina was 
sent to Australia for the first flight tests of the 
Fireflash engines. She was kidnapped from 
her Sydney hotel by Bereznik agents and 
smuggled to Katania where attempts were 
made to force her to disclose the secrets of the 
Fireflash, 

U.E.I. informed the U.S.S. of Tina’s dis- 
appearance and the case was given to Senior 
Special Agent Twenty One. 

In a daring midnight raid, Twenty One and 
four other agents parachuted into Bereznik, 
scaled the walls of the prison, released Tina and 
escaped across country to the coast with the aid 
of jumping-jack back packs. 

The five refugees boarded a Barracuda 
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submarine of the newly formed World Aquanaut 
Security Patrol and made good their escape. 

Tina returned to the U.E.I. laboratories, and 
started research into remote controlled robots. 
S heard of her work and decided she would fit in 
with the new Century 21 Toys Incorporated, 
being formed as the U.S.S. cover. He approached 
Tina and she accepted the appointment as chief 
designer. Renewing her acquaintance with 
Twenty One, Tina began to design and build 
toys especially for Twenty One’s personal use. 

Soon afterwards she transistorized the awk- 
ward control units and incorporated them in 
the sample case, but before Twenty One could 
learn all the controls he was sent on a mission 
for the first time, Tina went along to operate 
the sample case. 

From then on Tina worked on many missions 
and was promoted to Senior Special Agent 23. 

The most successful deadly toys Tina de- 
signed were the bloodhound, the exploding 
doll and the rocket launcher. 

Tina’s career came to an end in 2046 when, 
in a successful attempt to save Twenty One 
from assassination, she sacrified her own life. 

For her courage and devotion to duty she 
posthumously received the highest award that 
can be bestowed upon service personnel—The 
Galaxy Medal. 

The World President conferred the award, 
although no publicity was given for security 
reasons. 

Tina’s medal, together with a memorial 
plaque, can be found in the U.S.S. Hall of 
Honour, housed in the Century 21 Toys build- 
ing on Mars. 
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THE REPLICA OF THE 
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your space trip to Earth. Throw a 
six for control clearance to lift-off, 

orbit Earth until you arrive 


orbiting, you land on an- 
other player's colour you 
must return to your own 
) planet. If you land on a 
! square already occupied 
you miss a turn. 


ADY PENELOPE languidly raised her 
ip eyes from the awesome panorama stretch- 
ing away below the terrace of the moun- 
tainside villa and favoured Parker with a tired 
smile as he placed the breakfast tray on the 
table beside her. 

“Thank you, Parker!” She lifted a delicate 
hand and patted a yawn, stifling it at birth. 
“Life can sometimes be a boring business.” 

Parker grinned. “Yes, m’Lady—’specially for 
miners.” 

Lady Penelope winced. “Your wit is a trifle 
crude at times, Parker. I think you watch too 
many video comedies. But to come to the point. 
I am—er—tired with this enforced inactivity. 
I wish we'd never left England——” 

“But, m’Lady! We only arrived last night!” 

“Did we? It seems like a million years —” 

Her voice trailed away as she stared over the 
white marble balustrade of the terrace across 
the deep valley below. 

Like a vast wall, gleaming in the bright 
Italian sun, swept the majestic span of the great 
Toroni dam, to which a dozen Alpine villages 
had been sacrificed and whose massive turbines 
generated power for half the country’s electrical 
installations. 

“Parker!” she said quietly. “Do you see what 
I see?” 

“T don’t see nothing, m’Lady!” 
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“Look at the mountain slope across there, 
Parker!” 

Parker stared puzzled at the dark rocky 
slopes of Monte Fiori. ““My eyes aren’t what 
they was, m’Lady——” 

“Just below that brownish stratum that looks 
like milk chocolate sponge filling. Notice any- 
thing, Parker?” 

“Er—yes, m’Lady. A dark line——” 

“A crack, Parker. It wasn’t there ten minutes 
ago. Bring me the telephone.” 

“But, m’Lady, there isn’t a telephone! When 
you rented this villa you ’ad it cut off. You said 
you wanted a complete ’oliday. Mister Jeff 
Tracy insisted on it after you were hurt in that 
last Bereznik affair——” 

“Enough, Parker!” She rose to her feet and 
slipped a pink corduroy house-coat over her 
cerise satin pyjamas. “Get the Rolls! At least it 
will give us something energetic to do.” 

“Yes, m’Lady!”” 

A few moments later the huge pink Rolls 
Royce was screaming along the winding road 
which led along the mountain ridges to the 
hydro-electric control centre twenty miles away. 
Lady Penelope, reclining in the rear seat, 
focused powerful binoculars on the mountain 
slope across the valley. 


“Faster, Parker!” she said calmly. “The crack 
seems wider.” 

“But I’m already clockin’ a hundred and fifty, 
m’Lady, and on this road——” 

“Please don’t argue, Parker—just go faster!” 

“Anything you say, m’Lady!” gulped Parker, 
putting his foot down. 


'HE resident engineer frowned as he listened 
impatiently to Lady Penelope. 

“Monte Fiori? But that has never been 
regarded as a danger spot, signorina. It is utterly 
stable. We have sentinel bench marks on other 
slopes above the dam, constantly surveyed by 
electronic eyes which can note even a hair’s- 
breadth of movement——” 

Lady Penelope removed her long jewelled 
cigarette holder from her petal-shaped mouth 
and spoke with a sharpness foreign to her. 

“Then I suggest you put one of those eyes on 
the side of Monte Fiori, signor—and fast!” 

The engineer muttered something, but 
switched on a TV monitor screen. The blue- 
grey rocky slope of Monte Fiori appeared. The 
distant cameras panned the slope as the engineer 
manipulated the controls, and then he gasped 
and brought a section into close-up. 

“Sapristi! You were right, signorina. There is 
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d stabbed a button. Bells rang 


listance. He switched on an 


Lady Pies drew on her cigarette and 
calmly watched the picture on the screen. But 
inside her there was a tension that belied the 
schooled lack of emotion on her lovely face. 

“Parker!” she murmured. “I have butterflies 
in my tummy.” 

“Same ‘ere, m’Lady!” replied Parker, mop- 
ping his brow. “They hayen’t stopped fluttering 
ever since we left the villa. That road——” 

“Mine have nothing to do with the journey, 
Parker. It is Monte Fiori. I have an awful 
feeling—— Ah, yes! I fear I am right.” 

From the speaker above the monitor screen 
came an ominous roaring and before their eyes 
a huge section of the mountainside below the 
crack slid away out of sight. 

With an anguished cry the resident engineer 
leapt to the controls and the distant electronic 
eye followed the colossal mass of rock as it 
plunged down into the glistening waters of the 
dam lake far below. 

Dust and debris mushroomed, obscuring the 
image for some seconds, and when it cleared a 
great wash of water rose half-way to the fault 
line. Then a vivid blue-white flash obliterated 
the picture and the screen went blank. 

“The fall must have severed a high tension 
cable,” the engineer gasped. “I'll switch to an 
auxiliary channel.” 


He switched on another screen and the dam 
itself came into view. The water at its base was 
boiling as great waves chased each other across 
the lake to fling themselves in fury against the 
huge pyrocrete structure. They leapt dozens of 
feet up the sloping wall of the dam before 
crashing back in foaming frustration. 

“Ts it—er—serious, signor?” Lady Penelope 
asked quietly. 

“Serious?” The engineer stared at her a little 
dazed. “If you mean will the dam hold—it’s 
built to last a thousand years. And the water’s 
seventy feet below danger level—”’ 

The blood suddenly drained from his face. 

“Something wrong?” she asked. 

“Yes, signorina!” he gasped. “I’ve just re- 
membered. There’s a working party construct- 
ing a by-pass tunnel through Monte Fiori. 
That’s why the water was lowered. That rock 
fall has sealed the entrance. They’re buried 
behind thousands of tons of rock. And if the 
fall has severed their air lines ——” 

The agitated man dashed away to alert rescue 
services. 

Lady Penelope raised her eyebrows at Parker 
and turned and left the control building. 

“But, m’Lady!” Parker asked anxiously as he 
followed her. “‘Isn’t there anything we can do? 
Those fellers——” 

“There’s nothing we can do here, Parker. Let 
us return to the Rolls.” 

Inside FAB 1, she picked up the radio micro- 
phone. 

“International Rescue. Lady Penelope calling 
Thunderbird Five.” 

“Thunderbird Five. John Tracy here! But I 
thought you were on vacation, Lady Penelope!” 

“Not any more, John. This is an emergency. 
Listen. . . .”” 


ITTING in the Rolls, which was stationary 

on the broad highway which ran along the 
top of the dam, Lady Penelope watched the 
frantic scene below. 

Rescue teams were scrambling like ants over 
the huge piled-up rocks. Reinforcements with 
* More equipment were speeding in launches 
across the still agitated waters of the lake. 
Debris still slithered down the raw slope, 
endangering the frantically labouring men 
below. 
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powerful engine awakening echoes from the 
mountain slopes. 

Casually Lady Penelope raised her eyes and 
studied the cloudless blue of the sky to the east. 

“Can you hearanything, Parker?” she drawled. 

“Only that flying windmill, m’Lady——” 

“Your ears, like your eyes, obviously aren’t 
what they were, Parker.” She glanced at her 
jewelled chronometer. “Exactly sixty-six minutes 
since I sent that Mayday message. I think Scott 
is dead on time——” 

A crisp voice cut in from the radio speaker. 
“Lady Penelope from Thunderbird One. Will 
be over disaster scene in three minutes. Is there 
a suitable landing place close by? Over!” 

“Yes, Scott,” she said quietly into the tele- 
phone. “The top of the dam seems eminently 
suitable. The police have closed it to traffic at 
my request. But try not to scorch the paint on 
my Rolls as you land. It’s a frightful bore having 
it resprayed—they. never do seem to get the 
colour right.” 

“T'll be mighty careful!” Scott laughed. “Be 
seeing you!” 

A few moments later the: gleaming silvery 
bullet shape of the rescue craft appeared over 
the snow-capped mountain ridges, its retro- 
rockets blasting. 

Then its wings unfolded and it circled the 
huge lake in a great shallow spiral before 


descending and settling gently on the dam 
highway a hundred yards from the Rolls. 

The toiling rescue workers poised briefly to 
gaze up in wonder, and then resumed their 
grimly urgent task. 

As Scott Tracy alighted from the aircraft, he 
found Lady Penelope and Parker waiting for him. 

“This way, Scott!” she said, as calmly as if 
she were conducting a party of visitors around 
her stately home. 

An auto-hydraulic lift took them to the base 
of the dam. Presently they were standing with 
the uniformed controller of the rescue opera- 
tion, who had been flown up from Milan with 
special rescue units. 

The controller looked curiously at Scott’s 
blue uniform with the extended hand insignia 
on its breast. 

“International Rescue, huh? Well, every little 
helps, signor.” 

Scott ignored the slight snub. He could see 
the controller was a worried man. 

“What’s the exact position, sir?” he asked. 

The controller gestured at the rescue squads. 
He had to raise his voice to make himself heard 
above the whine of a high-speed drill that had 
just started up. 

“Twenty men buried under maybe a hundred 
thousand tons of rock. They’ve got enough air 
in their auxiliary cylinders to last maybe two 
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hours. We’re boring through to them—a feed 
line—but at the rate of progress we’ve been 
making it'll take at least another three hours. 
Most of that rock is solid granite and we’ve 
broken two drill heads already. We’ve got just 
two in reserve. I’ve radioed for more—but they 
may have to be flown from the States.” 

“So it’s touch and go, huh?” Scott said. 

“More touch than go, signor,” the controller 
replied bleakly. 

““No way out through the mountain?” 

“No. They were boring only from this side. 
Even if we can get a power line through so they 
can start up their own borer, it would take six 
days to bore out into the valley they were 
aiming for——” 

He broke off as a cry of exasperation rose 
fromthe drill crew and, with a protestingscreech, 
the powerful machine stopped working. 

“There goes another drill head!” the con- 
troller said savagely. “Only a miracle can save 
them now.” 

Scott smiled flatly. “The twenty-first century 
is seeing miracles every day, sir.” 

He moved away and switched on his walkie- 
talkie. 

“Thunderbird Five from Thunderbird One!” 
he reported. “John, I'll need heavy rescue. 
Guess the Mole is the only hope——” 

“Father had that figured out from the video 
newscasts, Scott,” his brother cut in. “Thunder- 
bird Two is already airborne with the Mole pod. 
It will be with you in approximately ninety 
minutes.” 

“Okay, John! Thanks! I’ll keep in touch.” 

Scott left the transmitter switched on and 
turned to Lady Penelope. 

“Ninety minutes,” he said bitterly. “And 
those poor guys down there have got maybe 
two hours air supply. That will give Virgil about 
half an hour deadline.” 

Lady Penelope smiled up at him. “Chin up, 
Scott! Has International Rescue ever failed yet?” 

“Nope—and I guess it won’t this time.” He 
grinned. “You're as good as a shot in the arm, 
Lady Penelope. . . . If you can spare Parker to 
lend me a hand, I'll get my equipment down 
here. Maybe the seismic probe will find the 
shortest way to get to those guys.” 


'COTT glanced at his chronometer and then 
up at the huge flying bug-like shape of 


Thunderbird Two, looking like a shimmering 
green cloud against the clear blue sky above the 
dam. 

“Eighty-seven minutes,” he said with relief 
to Lady Penelope. “Well, at least Virgil hasn’t 
lost any time. We’re gonna need every second 
of it.” 

At the water’s edge far below, the rescue 
squads, except those operating the whining drill, 
stopped working, and the dust-grimed sweating 
men looked up hopefully as the great craft 
descended slowly with under-jets firing. 

They were convinced now that if the miracle 
they were all hoping for was to happen, this 
strange craft was the only chance. 
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Thunderbird Two touched down on the dam 
top and taxied to a halt near the Monte Fiori 
end of the dam, where a special squad of grirh- 
faced men were waiting. 

The aircraft rose on its hydraulic stilts, 
leaving the pod behind, and Scott hurried for- 
ward with Lady Penelope to greet his brothers 
Virgil and Gordon when they alighted. 

At a signal from Scott, Virgil manceuvred 
the Mole from Pod 4 and across to a massive 
construction elevator, which took it down to 
water-level. 

As they approached, the rescue operation 
controller, his face grey from dust and anxiety, 
tegarded the Mole wearily. 


“You really think you can make it in that, 
signor?” he asked Virgil. “Through solid 
granite?” 

“The Mole can tackle any rock, sir.” 

“Perhaps—but in what time?” 

Virgil shrugged. “That we shall have to see.” 
He looked at the mass of tumbled rocks, some 
of them huge slabs as big as the wall of a house 
and as thick as a truck. “What's the location of 
this tunnel?” 

The controller showed him a rough plan 
which had been drafted. ““You’ve got to get 
through about a hundred feet of rock. But 
there’s a danger of some of it slipping. We’re 
facing our drill hole with pressurised concrete 
to keep out debris.” 

“A hundred feet?” Virgil pursed his lips. 
“Some going. Now if it was shale or sandstone 
or limestone——” He looked at Scott. “Any 
suggestions?” 

Scott pointed to a wide reddish-yellow 
stratum running down at an angle across the 
face of the exposed rock towards water- 
level. 

“Sandstone, Virgil. I calculate that passes 
twenty-five feet above the tunnel.” 

“Then that’s the way to go.” Virgil tucked the 
plan into his uniform pocket. “Stand clear, 
everybody!” 

He entered the Mole, and the hatch closed. 
The motors whined and the weird boring 
machine glided away over the rubble to where 
the sandstone stratum vanished almost at lake- 
level. The point of the screw nose touched the 
centre of the stratum and then began to whirl © 
rapidly, cutting through the soft rock like a 
gimlet through deal. 

The men watched anxiously as Brains’ inven- 
tion bored steadily into the mountainside on its 
urgent mission of mercy. 

Soon Virgil was steering blind by means of 
his sensitive instruments, which registered the 
slightest change in density of the rock through 
which he was boring. And as the Mole slowly 
advanced, pressurised concrete was pumped 
through valves to seal the wall of the tunnel 
behind it. 

Virgil kept one eye grimly on the chrono- 
meter. Sandstone was easy to negotiate, but 
some unforeseen deviation of the stratum might 
upset his calculations. There might even be a 
sudden subsidence below him that would drag 


the Mole down into some deep bore-hole of 
Nature’s own contrivance. He might be able to 
find his way back to the surface in the machine 
—but all hope for the slowly suffocating tunnel 
crew would be gone. 

Five minutes... ten... . 

Still he was travelling through sandstone. He 
briefly consulted the plan. Any moment now 
he should be above the tunnel. Then a down- 
ward bore through the primeval rock that would 
yield slowly and reluctantly to the bite of the 
screw. 

One... two... three minutes... . 

He stopped the machine, using the seismic 
probe, sounding for the tunnel. He got no 
reading but solid rock for hundreds of feet. 

Had he miscalculated? Or was that plan 
wrong? 

Slowly he went on, grimly aware that time 
was running out fast on him now. He hoped 
that the men he was seeking had been able 
to conserve their meagre air supplies some- 
how. 

He stopped again, instruments probing. 

And then he heard it—a repeated, constant 
knocking. It was coming from somewhere below 
him, as if the trapped men were frantically try- 
ing, with their last remaining strength, to batter 
a way out of their prison. 

Eagerly he took a depth reading. Only five 
feet! The plan had been wrong—but it was a 
fault on the debit side! 

He reversed and then cut a fresh channel, 
boring through the yielding sandstone at a sharp 
angle until he felt the screw bite on the harder 
rock. He revved up the drive. The sound of 
the whirling screw rose to a shrill whine 
that penetrated even the stout hull of the 
machine. 

And then suddenly he became aware of a 
change in the pitch of the sound. Abruptly he 
cut the drive and tested with his instruments. . . . 

In the tunnel below, sweating, panting men 
lifted pale faces from which hope had almost 
drained. They stared up incredulously in the 
light of torch beams at the screw cone which 
had burst through the roof of what they had 
almost reconciled themselves to being their 
tomb. 

A micro-transmitter probed through the 
gloom and a calm voice said: 

“Stand clear, boys! I’m dropping in on you!” 
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LITTLE later the rescue operation con- 

troller gazed up at the two rescue craft 

screaming back eastwards over the white-capped 
mountain peaks. 

“The miracle happened,” he said gratefully 
to Lady Penelope. “Lucky they got here as 
quickly as they did. They must have a pretty 
wonderful organisation to learn they’re needed 
so soon.” 

“Yes, they must,” she said with a sweet smile. 

She raised her eyebrows at her butler. 

“Didn’t I say that life could sometimes be a 
very boring business, Parker? Let’s get back to 
the villa and finish breakfast.” 

“Yes, m’Lady! But I fear the tea will be cold.” 
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his office. “I can’t understand it,” he said, 
“the Russian MIG fighters can’t fly as 
high as the U2!” 
He turned to his chief of staff. “So how on 
earth could they shoot the U2 down?” 
“That’s the 64,000 dollar question, sir,” was 
the short reply. 


Ths American general paced up and down 


T was late at night in April 1960, when a 
visitor arrived at 135 Lubianka Street in 
Moscow. This ordinary looking building, amid 
a state block, was the cover for the Net, a vast 
Russian espionage organisation. The visitor was 
from the Kremlin. One of Kruschev’s personal 
assistants. He made for the room of a man 
named Malinski. 

Inside the room the visitor detailed his plan 
of how to avoid a summit conference with 
Britain and the U.S.A. 

It was a plan to shoot down one of the 
American U2 aircraft. 

“We need one man to complete the job. You 
know the kind of man we want. See that he is 
contacted.” 


Next day Malinski contacted his top agent in 
Kabul, the capital of Afghanistan, and the 
arfangements were made. The plan was in 
operation. 


OHAMMED GHANZI KHAN crossed 
over the Pakistan frontier with ease. No 
frontier amid the mountains could ever be 
adequately patrolled. Khan, dressed in a cotton 
shirt, would have been unrecognisable as a jet 
pilot. He had flown MIG fighters and had been 
trained in Russia. Now he was just another 
agent amid the huge Russian spy machinery. 
A bus carried him to Peshawar where he was 
met by a colleague, who briefed him about his 
task. 
“We have arranged for you to take the place 
of a cleaner on the American air base, from 
then on you must work alone.” 


'HE days passed and Mohammed Ghanzi 
Khan went about his normal airport duties. 
But he used those days in gaining all the infor- 
mation he needed. He had learnt the time of the 
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U2 flight, the date, and the pilot’s name. . . 
Gary Powers. 

The American sector of the airport was sealed 
off by barbed wire from the rest of the airport, 
and the U2 constantly guarded by military 
police day and night. He also noticed that the 
relief guards always took over on the starboard 
side of the plane away from the cockpit. This 
determined his plan. 

He waited until 2 a.m. in the morning when 
the relief had chatted for a few minutes. Then 
he moved. His objective — the altimeter in the 
U2. In two minutes the Afghan had slipped 
through the wire and was lying face down in the 
U2’s cockpit. Before him lay the instrument 
panel. He curled himself up and moved slowly 
an inch at a time. At last he could reach the 
altimeter. He knew exactly what to do; he had 
practised for hours. 

Feeling with his fingers in the dark he undid 
the screws around the panel. The first part was 
over. The second part was much easier. Using 
the screws given to him by his contact he 
inserted them into the vacant holes. Then he 
had to wait. He waited for nearly two hours in 
the stillness thinking about the plan. 

He knew the screws were magnetic and 
assumed that the dial would show an incorrect 
height, deceiving the pilot into thinking he was 
flying higher than he really was. But why? 

At last he managed to slip away, back over 
the border and to a normal existence again. 


ARY POWERS was a pilot who knew the 

U2 inside and out. He had flown the U2 

along the Turkish /Russian border, taking photo- 

graphs of the radar defence systems. His present 
scheduled flight was over new territory. 

The trip was uneventful until Powers noticed 
MIG fighters on his trail. He checked his alti- 
meter and recorded a height of 68,000 feet. He 
was amazed to find the fighters up so high. All 
at once he was hit and the U2 nose dived to the 
ground. Powers bailed out. 


OWERS was tried and sentenced to ten 

years imprisonment for spying, but was ex- 
changed two years after the trial for one of the 
top Russian agents. The plan had worked. The 
summit conference was completely wrecked and 
the U2 affair was a controversy for months 
ahead. 
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COME ON, 
UNCLE MARTIN. 
HURRY UP! 


JF IT'§ GOOD 
ENOUGH FOR THE 
MARTIAN SWIMMING 
FINALS, IT'S GOOD 
ENOUGH HERE 
SAY, JUST LOOK AT 


THAT CRAZY OLD BOY! 
WATCH THIS, FELLERS/ 
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COME ON, TIM! ) 
LET'S GET IN! 


NOW, UNCLE MARTIN, 
DON'T DO ANYTHING THAT 
P YOULL REGRET. 


STOP IT, UNCLE MARTIN. 
Fak YOU'VE HAD ENOUGH FUN. 


YOU'VE HAD YOUR 
FUN, UNCLE MARTIN. NOW 
LET'S GO FORA DIP. 


YES, THEY WON'T 
iE y 


COME BACK iN 
HUR} 


FIREBALL XL5 SPECIFICATIONS 


Recently received at the offices of TV 21 is this 
plan of Fireball XLs. 

Just off the secrets list, this drawing of the fabulous 
spacecraft does not reveal all the components. Some 
are still labelled “TOP SECRET” and therefore, in 
the interests of security, cannot be shown. 

The nose-cone, Fireball Junior, is seen here match- 
ing orbits after a planetary mission. It is about to 
rejoin the main body of XLs. 


Fireball XL5 
Key to plan: 

. Astrodome houses telescopes and other instru- 
ments. Used for sightings and observations. 

. Professor Matic's domain—the navigation bay. 

; Main computer bay. Each control point has its 
own smaller computers, but can switch in to the 
main computer for very complex problems. 

. Space jail. 

Laboratory. Here Venus synthesises the food 
supply and controls the ship's air conditioning. 
Immediately forward is the sick bay. 

. Spacious lounge. Despite Fireball's terrific speed 
the journeys it makes to other galaxies some- 
times last months. The lounge, therefore, has 
been designed for comfort so that the crew can 
relax from the often tedious daily routine. 

. Hydroponics room. In here plants are grown in 
chemicals. They are used to help purify the air 
in the ship—a process in which plants breathe 
in carbon dioxide and breathe out oxygen. 

. Ribbed surface removes excess engine heat and 
disperses it into space. 

. Generators and auxiliaries. 

. Outer boosters housed in fuel tank fin. These 
help in steering the ship when used indepen- 
dently. 

. Extra boosters. 

. Atomics bay. 

. Main engines. 


Fireball Junior 
Key to plan: 

. Control cabin with main instrument panel. 

. Robert the Robot. Pilots the ship if fed instruc- 
tions. 

. Airlock to jetmobile bay. 

. Jetmobile exit hatch. 

. Starboard cubicles containing stores and spare 
equipment, armoury and workshop. 

. Jetmobile bay. 

. Rest room. Used if nose-cone makes long stay 
‘on planet. 

. Service area for first aid, food preparation and 
laboratory work, 

. Oxygen store, 

. Missile bay. Carries interceptors and various 
additional missiles. 

. Double skin hull, comprised of an outer skin for 
meteor protection and an inner wall of fuel tanks. 

. Retro-rockets and positioning jets are placed at 
intervals around the hull. 

. Boosters set in fuel-fins, 

. Casing and end-grille removed to show heat 
dispersal units. 

. Entrance to telescopic tunnel, This connects the 
two parts of XLS. Its heatproof walls keep it cool 
when it is extended through the blast chamber. 

. Atomics bay. 

. Blast chamber, showing fuel injection nozzles, 
cooling rings, pumps and servos. 

. Port leg retracted. Also one to starboard and 
one under the nose to form a tricycle under- 
carriage. 


IHE huge express rocket silently eased into 

the landing bay of Earth Space Station E9. 

As the ship came to a stop, giant magnetic 
clamps slid silently from their recesses and 
closed over the ship, holding it steady. A Pers- 
Pex tube sighed out across the void of space and 
snuggled over the passenger exit, sealing it off 
from the vacuum of space and providing the 
lifeline to the atmosphere of the space station. 

The door lifted, and the mixed bag of pas- 
sengers stepped on to the travelator that whisked 
them to the arrival lounge. 

Brent Cleever, Universal Secret Service 
Special Agent, Twenty One, took his place in 
the queue, content to fade into the background 
of events. With his toy sample case clutched in 
his left hand, he entered the arrival lounge and 
stood around waiting for further instructions 
from the flight control desk. 

“Will passengers from Universal Spaceways 
Flight, ME 971, from Mars, please proceed to 
immigration.” The hollow resounding metal 
voice of the announcer bounced round the 
lounge. As one, the passengers rose and headed 
for their next destination. 

Twenty One followed the crowd. These for- 
malities tended to irritate him, but he refused to 
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use his “A” class security clearance to bypass 
the formalities. 

Entering the immigration section, Twenty 
One took one of the forms and started to fill in 
the questions. 

Name—Brent Cleever. Nationality—Terra- 
Martian. Profession—Toy Salesman. Employer 
—Century 21 Toys Inc. Address—Kahra, 
Mars, and so on. 

Finally, he handed the completed form to one 
of the uniformed officials. The man scanned the 
answers, stamped the form and looked up. 

“Earth’s ferry leaves in an hour, sir. You can 
get coffee and a snack in the restaurant.” 

Brent nodded his thanks and walked off to- 
wards the restaurant. The place was deserted. 
Most passengers preferred the “Star Obser- 
vatory” restaurant situated in the dome of the 
station. 

Settling down with his coffee, Brent began to 
mentally go over the reasons for his visit to 
Earth. It was not often that he had the task of 
guarding the World President, but Nikita 
Bandranaik had decided on a tour of the planets 
and the security arrangements were proving a 
headache. S had decided to call the agents 
together and work out a plan of campaign. It 


was this conference that Twenty One was now 
on his way to. 

He lifted his cup to his lips, but before he 
could drink, something caught his eye. A young 
girl burst into the restaurant. Her eyes were 
wide with fear. She threw a quick glance over 
her shoulder then turned back to scan the 
restaurant. 

The place was deserted except for Twenty 
One. For a moment the girl paused, then as two 
men appeared at the door behind her, she 
hurried forward to Brent’s table and sat down. 

Brent lowered his cup and smiled. “Trouble?” 

The girl looked at him. “Will you help me?” 
Her voice shook with suppressed terror. 

Brent watched her closely. It was an un- 
written rule that no agent got involved with a 
private citizen’s problems, but something about 
the tone in the girl’s voice, and the two black- 
coated men advancing menacingly across the 
room towards them, made up his mind. 

“Tf I can!” He smiled reassuringly. 

Quickly she opened her purse, took out a 
folded piece of paper and slid it across the table 
to Brent. 

As his fist closed over the paper a hairy hand 
clamped down on his wrist. “I'll take that, 
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friend.” The voice was soft, cold and certain of 
itself. 

Brent looked up. “Police?” 

The second man of the team drew out a 
wallet and quickly flashed it open, and just as 
quickly went to put it back in his pocket. 
Brent’s left hand snaked out, grabbing the man’s 
wrist, and pulled the wallet within reading 
distance. : 

“Very interesting—but what has a Venusian 
Public Library ticket got to do with the police?” 
Brent smiled easily. 

“Okay, wise guy.” 

Twenty One felt, rather than saw, the other 
man’s hairy hand whistling through the air 
towards his chin. ay : 

Moving sweetly, he ducked low, swinging his 
weight down and under the table. He heaved 
upwards sending the table, girl and hairy man 
flying. 

The man with the library ticket stepped back 
and kicked Twenty One between the eyes. 

He crashed back, and with arms and legs 
flying, he slid across the floor, sending two 
tables spinning away. A blood-red mist closed 
over his dazed eyes as his head spun and 
throbbed. 


The two men were on him ina flash, but they 
were so anxious they got in each other’s way. 

Twenty One blindly lunged up with his 
clenched fist and a glow of satisfaction ran 

through him as it crashed home on bone and 
flesh, He repeated the movement, but this time 
hit empty air. Strong hands gripped his 
shoulders and Twenty One lashed out again. 

“Steady on, sir—it’s the Space Port Police!” 

As the red mist cleared, Twenty One focused 
on the two blue-uniformed policemen. 

“Where are they?” Brent hardly recognized 
his voice. 

“They got away, sir—but don’t worry, they 
can’t get far. After all, the only place to go is 
into space and we don’t think they’ll try that.” 

Brent lowered himself into a chair and 
sucked in great lungfuls of conditioned air, 

Suddenly he snapped wide awake. “The girl— 
where is she?” 

“Girl, sir?” The policeman was puzzled. 
“There was no girl here, sir—just you and the 
two men!” 

Reluctantly, Twenty One drew out his 
security pass and showed it to the policeman, 
They snapped to attention. 

“Now—have you seen a small blonde woman, 
aged about twenty-two, blue eyes, pretty and 
wearing a red, checked trew suit?” 

“No, sir!” 

“Then she either got scared and ran, or those 
men have got her,” Brent snapped. 

He remembered the note, and opened his fist 
revealing the folded piece of paper. Carefully he 
unfolded it and laid it on the table. It was com- 
pletely blank. He looked thoughtfully at the 
plain white paper, then picked up his sample 
case, placed it on the table, opened it and took 
out a toy camera. 

The two policemen looked on, not sure 
whether to be amused or worried. They glanced 
at each other and shrugged their shoulders. 
Brent took the paper and fed it into the-back 
of the camera, squaring it up on to the screen 
set into the inside of the case lid. He pressed the 
shutter release and looked at the screen. A 
series of numbers slowly materialized. 

“Officer—note them down . . . hurry, man, 
before the sonic rays burn the paper.” 

The policeman noted down the long line of 
numbers, but before he could finish, the camera 
puffed smoke and the numbers dissolved. 
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“What do you reckon, sir—is it some sort of 
message?”’ 

“Could be’’—Twenty One replaced the 
camera and closed the case. “I want you to 
radio those numbers to the Unity City Secret 
Service H.Q. Ask them to feed them into the 
code-breaker computer and radio back the 
answers.” 

“Yes, sir. Where will you be when the 
answer's received?” 

“I don’t know,” Brent replied, “I want to 
find those men—and that girl.” 


'HE glass-roofed observatory lounge was 

the most popular part of the space station 
and always crowded with people waiting for 
connections to other planets or the rocket ferry 
to Earth. 

Here they could lie back in their reclining 
seats and stare at the magnificent view of the 
heavens. The place was full as usual when 
Twenty One entered. He paused for a few 
minutes in the doorway, letting his eyes get 
accustomed to the semi-darkness. Slowly he 
began to make out the vague shapes of people 
lying back studying the stars. As objects be- 
came clearer, he started to move between the 
rows of seats, carefully looking at each star- 
gazer. 

The two men and the young woman were not 
in the observatory. He was sure of that fact long 
before he had completed the scrutiny of faces. 


He reached the end of the lounge and looked 
around, searching for another door. There 
wasn’t one. Thoughtfully, he turned to leave. 
The fugitives had to be somewhere on the space 
station, but where? At first the small piece of 
red check cloth hanging limply from the blank 
wall did not register. Brent passed on, deep in 
thought as he tried to put himself in their shoes. 

He reached the main exits before his mind 
understood what his eyes had seen. At a half- 
run he hurried back to the observatory. The 
blank wall was not blank after all. The small 
piece of cloth was caught in the crack of a nar- 
row door. It was obviously the entrance to a 
service corridor which, for the sake of the lounge 
decor, had been decorated in such a manner as 
to give the impression of a solid wall. 

Twenty One eased open the door. The cloth 
fluttered to the ground. Beyond was a long 
narrow tunnel, with rows of power cables run- 
ning down one side, and the ventilation shaft 
down the other. Between the two was a narrow 
passage wide enough for one man. 

Twenty One moved forward quickly. In these 
narrow confines he was a sitting target for any- 
one with a gun. 

Reaching a T-junction, he paused, mentally 
tossing up which way to go. There was nothing 
about either of the corridors to suggest which 
route the fleeing men had taken with their 
prisoner. He turned right and again started to 
hurry forward. 
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Above his head, a grille in the ventilation 
shaft silently lifted. As Twenty One passed, a gun 
butt crashed down on his skull. He staggered 
and collapsed. The grille opened wide and one 
of the two men eased himself from inside the 
trunking. Dropping to the ground, he checked 
the special agent to make sure he was uncon- 
scious, then whistled softly. 

A grille lifted in the shaft further down the 
corridor past the T exit. The other man slid 
from the trunking followed by the girl. 

“He’s out cold!” 

“Good—let’s get him to the airlock.” 

“You go first, Ann, and make sure there’s no 
one about.” 

“Right!” Gun in hand, the girl in the red 
check trew suit moved ahead. The two men 
followed, carrying the unconscious Twenty 
One between them. 

Twenty One came to with a violent headache, 
He felt waves of nausea sweeping over him as a 
little man inside his head threshed about with a 
sledgehammer. 

He opened his eyes, struggling to focus clearly 
on the six smiling faces swimming before him. 

“He’s coming round,” The voice was miles 
away, echoing across the void of empty space. 
“Wake him a little more.” 

Cold water splashed across Brent's face. He 
shivered, the shaking movement bringing every- 
thing into sharp focus. The six faces became 
three, two men and a girl. Their smiles were of 
people in complete control of the situation. 
They were the masters and knew it. For the 
first time since starting out on the hunt, Twenty 
One regretted not bringing his deadly toys with 
him. He was in trouble, out-numbered, un- 
armed and with no chance of escape. 

“Are his bonds tight, Fleen?” 

“Tight enough, Amardan—he won't escape.” 

Twenty One composed himself and looked at 
the two men with an expression of confidence 
he did not feel. “Well,” his voice sounded calm 
enough, “now you've got me, what do you 
intend to do?” 

Fleen, the hairy man, smiled. “To you? 
Nothing—we have you, and that’s all we 
wanted.” 

Twenty One was puzzled. “Why?” 

Both men and the girl laughed. She cocked a 
quizzical brow, asking a question, The second 
man smiled in agreement. 
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“Certainly, Ann!” 

She moved across the airlock and touched a 
button. The secondary door holding out the 
void of space swung back, a tall, thinnish, clean- 
shaven man stood in the outer lock cubicle. 

Twenty One jerked up, straining at his bonds 
to get a better look. 

“That's right, 
double.” 

Brent started to laugh a deep, happy laugh. 
“You don’t think he will get into the security 
conference? He wouldn’t get past the front door, 
double or not—my voice is like a fingerprint, it 
can’t be copied exactly. And the X-ray check will 
pick him out in an instant.” Brent again roared 
with laughter. 

The two men joined him, amused by the 
same joke. 

‘We know that,” Amardan gasped, as tears 
of joy ran down his cheeks. 

“Eh?” Brent asked, his laugh dying on his 
lips. 

“That’s right, Brent—you see, it’s not a man 
but a walking neutron bomb. When it reaches 
the conference building and fails the first test, it 
will be challenged by one of the guards. 

“Our robot bomb will answer, ‘I am Special 
Agent Twenty One’. The guard, or someone, 
will almost certainly deny it, and that denial will 
detonate the bomb. 

“The whole building, and half of the city, 
too, will be gone in a flash.” 

The smile never left Amardan’s face as he 
spoke of the horror he was prepared to let loose 
in Unity City. 

“In one stroke,” Amardan continued, 
“Sofram will have destroyed the Universal 
Secret Service.” 

A thrill of fear ran through Twenty One. The 
plot was foolproof—it had been worked out to 
the final full-stop. The way he had been caught, 
the girl’s sob story, the important-looking paper 
full of numbers had both been used to lead him 
into a trap. Even the piece of material caught 
in the lounge service-tunnel door had been 
deliberately planted to bring him to them. If he 
had fallen, what chance would an ordinary hall 
guard have when that robot appeared? 

Half thinking aloud he muttered, “I suppose 
the numbers on that paper didn’t mean a thing?” 

“Not a thing,” smiled Amardan, “not a darn 
thing.” 


Brent Cleever—it’s your 


“IT’S stupid,” S shouted, waving the video- 
gram at the cypher clerk. “You say Twenty 

One had these numbers radioed from Space 

Station E9 and asked to have them decoded?” 

“Yes, S—but the decode computer reports that 
the numbers have no significance whatever.” 

S slumped in his chair. There was enough 
trouble organizing the security conference with- 
out Twenty One sending useless information. 

“Can I go, S?” 

The cypher clerk’s voice cut into S’s thoughts. 
Carelessly the chief waved him away. He wanted 
time to think and time was short. 

The cypher clerk hurried from S’s office into 
the vast orderly room with a sigh of relief. When 
things didn’t go right, S was likely to do the 
most unusual things. Suddenly the office door 
opened and S stormed in. 

“Orderly,” he roared. 

One of the security guards leapt to his feet. 
“Sir!” 

“Order my rocket ship to be ready in ten 
minutes. Then send a Red Emergency video- 
gram to Space Station E9. No ship is to enter or 
leave until I get there and give clearance.” 

“Right away, sir.” 

S stormed back into his office, yanked open 
his desk drawer and took out the Service Ray 
Gun. “Twenty One doesn’t send senseless mes- 
sages,” he muttered to himself. “Something's 
wrong at E9, and I’m going to find out what 
it is.” 


“THIS is space station control.” The 

echoing Tannoy voice rang through the 
space station. ““We are sorry to announce a 
further delay of two hours on all incoming and 
outgoing flights owing to a breakdown in radar 
control.” 

The controller flicked off the Tannoy switch 
and turned to face the towering figure of S, the 
head of Universal Secret Service. 

“That should keep them happy, S—but for 
goodness sake clear up this mess by then. We 
can’t keep the station shut indefinitely.” 

S nodded, “Right—now if someone will hand 
me Twenty One’s sample case we should find 
him pretty quickly.” 

S had arrived at the station ten minutes 
earlier and had quickly learnt of Twenty One's 
disappearance. He was quietly pleased as it 
confirmed his decision to act. 

The sample case was handed over and S took 
out the bloodhound dog. Working swiftly, he 
hinged back the small sensitive lid and inserted 
Twenty One’s odour card taken from the U.S.S. 
files. Checking the dog’s mechanism, he put it on 
the ground and started it moving. “Follow it,” 
he snapped at one of the policemen. 

The control officers looked on amazed as the 
toy dog moved off. Speedily, S turned on the 
lid television screen and settled down to watch 
the dog’s progress. 

The toy moved rapidly down to the restaurant 
andon totheobservatory lounge. Whenit reached 
the service door, the policemen opened it and 
stood back. The dog moved on to the tunnel. 

S watched intently as the toy led on towards 
the emergency airlock, At a safe distance, he 
stopped the bloodhound by remote control and 
spoke into a small mike. 

“Move back out of sight, officer.” 

A small speaker set in the dog's mouth relayed 
S’s words. The policeman nodded and moved 
into one of the airlock controls. 

“Okay,” S turned to one of the controllers, 
“open the airlock door.” 

The officer threw a switch and the door slid 
back. Amardan, Fleen and the girl swung to 
face the corridor. Twenty One craned his head, 
straining to look through the doorway at the 
approaching bloodhound. 

“It’s one of his toys.” A note of fear spiced 
Fleen’s cry. 

He reached for a gun and opened fire, but the 


85 


surprise and fear unsettled his aim. The toy 
marched forward and entered the airlock. 
S jabbed a button on the control. 

With a flash, the bloodhound blew apart and 
black, choking smoke billowed out. In seconds 
the airlock was a black hole. Choking and 
spluttering the Sofram agents staggered from 
the lock, into the arms of the waiting policemen. 


“THIS, Gentlemen—is a walking neutron 

bomb, now defused.” Twenty One 
smiled at the rows of special agents in the 
security conference hall. ‘‘Its object was to 
destroy everyone here. 

“Tts interest now is that this is the type of 
weapon we must be on the look-out for during 
the President's planet tours. 

“Next time, § might not be available to save 
us.” 

The agents listened intently, the security 
conference was proceeding as planned. 
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“Crackle Pops” 


in Trouble 


‘he Universal Cereal Manufacturers, 

who produce such cereals as Sugar 
Coated Nibblies and Corn Puffs, have 
had a rather difficult problem over the 
last few weeks. The company tried selling 
their new product “Crackle Pops” to the 
planet of Doonville. “Crackle Pops” has 
anew sound in breakfast cereals. It goes 
Nap, Poople and Sip. Unfortunately, 
such gimmickery did not appeal to the 
Doonvillians. 


Near to desperation, the U.C.M. sent 
top salesmen and market research inter- 
viewers to the planet to find out why 
Doonvillians were not buying their 
merchandise. They soon solved the 
problem. 


Said one of the salesmen, “The 
reason for the decline in sales on Doon- 
ville was because the Doonvillians are all 
hard of hearing and couldn’t hear the 
Nap; Poople and Sip. We have overcome 
this problem by making the cereal go 
Boom, Bang and Kerflump.”” 


Recent sales figures show that Doon- 
villians have become the largest con- 
sumers of “Crackle Pops”. 
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Can | help it if | lose my space helmet? 
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1-Fire! You know, I think some- 
thing’s wrong here, 


tatisticians working for the Plutonic 

Statistical Records Bureau have been sur- 
veying the long-eared Planktoons for several 
months now. 

The Planktoons have only recently become 
long-eared due to their sudden inability to pick 
up sound waves. They have asked for an 
investigation to be made by the Central Office 
of Social Affairs. 

This development has caused misery in the 
way of housing problems and traffic jams, to say 
nothing of the personal embarrassment. 

Said one interviewed Planktoon, “Even my 
wife has started calling me ‘earie’.” 
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Lee SANTA GLAUS * x x * * x x « * 


News bas jst seached our London offices of a collision 
in space. At 4.30 this afternoon two sleighs, powered 
by reindeer, collided near the planet Mars. It seems that 
Santa Claus representing Earth, Jupiter and Uranus came 
into collision with Santa Claus representing the rest of the 
Universe, Luckily no-one was hurt. 


The collision occurred when the Earth Santa Claus put 
his sleigh into reverse and accidentally crashed into his 
Universal colleague, Presents were scattered all over space 
and the reindeer were so frightened that they bolted. Both 
Santas apologised and then started collecting their scattered 
toys and games. After half an hour they had completely 
filled their sacks and decided to get back to their rounds but, 
unfortunately, the reindeer were nowhere to be seen. A 
passing space freighter offered both Father Christmases a 
lift and started on the long journey around the Universe 
trying to deliver the 657,890,098,123,213,152 presents to the 
hopeful children, asleep on the various planets. 


THE HEADQUARTERS OF THE 
INTERNATIONAL CRIME 
SYNDICATE, KAOS, ..._ THREE 
CONTROL AGENTS WORK BY 
THE LIGHT OF A MINERS LAMP.. 


THIS CODE OF MINE SUDDENLY, KI SPYS A 
1S SO COMPLICATED KAOS AGENT, AND REACTS... 
THAT EVEN | HAVE 
DIFFICLILTY WORKING, 
ia 


DONT GIVE LIP 
99-USE THE 
SPRING HEELS. 
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HIGHER TO GET OVER 
THIS WALL, 99. 
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Car Identification is FUN - says Milke Mercury 
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HERE ARE SOME EUROPEAN CAR PLATES. SEE HOW 
MANY YOU CAN IDENTIFY. SCORE 5 POINTS FOR EACH 
CORRECT ANSWER. ANSWERS ON PAGE IO! 
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PERSONNEL ADI 
WITHIN THIS PERIMET! 


WARNING 
DOGS WILL ATTACK TO KILL 


AX 

it 

Ss 
SCIENTISTS ARE ON THE 

THERE'S 


re 


+ 


IN ONE OF THE STATION’ 
LABORATORIES, TWO 
THRESHOLD OF NEW 


DISCOVERIES. 


— See 


THE ALARM IS INSTANTLY SOUNDE! 


EMERGENCY 
ALL STATIONS. 
EVACUATE TO. 
TWENTY MLE 
BLOCKHOUSE 
MAMEDIATELYS 


WITHIN FIVE MINUTES THE 
PLANT IS DESERTED... 
EXCEPT FOR TWO MEN. 


$ 


WOLILD HAVE 
BEEN SEALED 


YES, FRANK. GUESS. 
WERE HERE TO STAY... 
AND THERE'S NO WAY 
OF STOPPING THE 
CONTAMINATION. 
—— 


FROM THE BLOCKHOUSE TWENTY MILES 
AWAY, RADIO COMMUNICATION CONTINUES... 


SORRY ABOUT THIS, 
BOYS...BUT YOU 
KNOW THE SCORE. 


THE TWO MEN HAVE: 
ALWAYS KNOW THE 
RISK... RADIATION 

LEAK ONE HUNDRED 
POINTS ABOVE NORMAL| 
AND THERE IS NO 
ESCAPE. 


SYSTEMS 
GOOD... THIS \\] 
WAY ONLY TWO 


THE ENTIRE PLANT 


YEH...I'M GLAD OF US DIE... 
SINKS INTO A VAST EVERYONE ELSE GOT INSTEAD O1 
See Ge) CLEAR. RADIATION 1S TWO THOUSAND, 
EMPLACEMENT TO BE STILL INCREASINIG. 


SEALED FOREVER. 


FAR ABOVE THE EARTH, 
THE RADIO TRANSMISSIONS 
ARE BEING RECEIVED BY 
THUNDERBIRD FIVE. 


JOHN TRACY IS BY THE COMPUTERS... 


SOME DAY 
PERHAPS WE'LL 
KNOW HOw TO STOP’ 
THE FALL-OUT 


THERE'S ONE 
BLESSING, THE 
EXPERIMENTS LOOKED 
> LIKE WORKING... 
GUESS GILL AND 
1 WONIT BIE FOR 
NOTHING. 


BY MEANS OF THE MOVING 
PLATFORM, SCOTT REACHES 
THUNDERBIRD ONE. THEN... 


JOHN CALLS JEFF TRACY AT THE 
INTERNATIONAL RESCUE ISLAND: 


THEY'RE BRAVE, 
VALUABLE MEN, \—_——— 


FATHER...ISN’'T ag | 


ALL RIGHT, 
SCOTT... O1 


THUNDERBIRD ONE 


TO NEVADA BLOCKHOUSE. I/\4 
PART OF THE INTERNATIONAL 
RESCUE ORGANISATION. LL 
BE WITH YOU IN THIRTY 
MINUTES. 


THE ARGUMENTS INTERNATIONAL 
CONTINUE LINTIL... RESCUE'S GREAT 


SURVEY CRAFT 
ee LANDS... 
ASA iy 


OKAY, THUNDERBIRD | 


ONE... YOLIVE CONVINCED 
ME... AND _/F YOL CAN 
GET THOSE TWO GUYS 
OUT; / RECKON 
WASHINGTON WILL 
BE CONVINCED TOO. 
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THE POSITION IS EXPLAINED WHEN SCOTT] 
TRANSFERS HIS PORTABLE EQUIPMENT 
TO THE BLOCKHOUSE... 


THE EMPLACEMENT HAS 


THICK LEAD WALLS TO 


A_CONCISE RADIO CALL 


RETAIN THE RADIATION. 


WELL NEED 

THUNDERBIRD 

TWO AND POD, 
IVE. 


JENKINS AND LINKER: 
ARE BEGINNING TO 
1S 


THE DISASTER. 


VIRGIL TRACY OPERATES THE 
THUNDERBIRD TWO CONTROLS... 


FAB... WE'LL 
HAVE TO WORK 


MINE TOO, BILL. 
THAT ISOTOPE WE 


VIRGIL OPERATES THE 
POD _MECHANISM.-- 


BY THE TIME THUNDERBIRD TWO 
ARRIVES, BOTH MEN ARE 
SEMI -CONSCIOUS. 


SCOTT JOINS VIRGIL AT THE 
CONTROLS OF THE HUGE 
EXCAVATING EQUIPMENT 


WITHIN THE POD... 


LEAD WALL AND 


ENTER 


FROM 


THE SIDE. 


THE GREAT MACHINES 
MOVE CLEAR OF PODS... 


WITH THEIR REVOLUTIONARY CUTTING 
GEAR, THE TWO BROTHERS MAKE SHORT 
Wor OF THE WALL... 


TLL USE THE SUIT RADIOVR ey \ 
TO KEEP YOU IN TOUCH, Za 
3—_ SCOTT. ws 
es mS) GF y) 7 Zp 


\ > 


VIRGIL REACHES THE 
STRICKEN MEN... 


B 
THE RADIATION RATE 
1S INCREASING... IT'S 
UPSETTING THE SPECIA, 
I\ CHEMICALS STORED 
HERE. 


"AN HOUR PASSES... ama IN 
V RIGHT, SCOTT... NOW Aye 
WE_HAVE TO CUT 
THROUGH THE LEAD 


| 
AND THEN INJECTS || 1//// 
SOLIDIFYING FOAM Wi 
INTO THE GAP... 


ik a il WW), 


} 


THEN ANOTHER CHEMICAL 
STORE BLOWS... 


THE SHOCK OF THE 
TREMENDOUS BLAST 
REVIVES LINKER... 


[Witte SCOTT WORKING FROM THE 


IN A DESPARATE RACE AGAINST THE RADIATION SPREADS 
DEATH, THE THREE MEN AND MORE CHEMICAL OUTSIDE, THE WORK IS QUICKE! 
4\_| STORES ARE AFFECTED... 


REAGH THE LEAD WALL... 


Wait UP THIS TOME: 

\ ] BEFORE WE'RE 
NL = ALL BLOWN TO 

} I} PIECES! 


RIGHT, SCOTTY BEE Tax 
START OPENING — 
7 


— 


STAND CLEAR 
AND (LL STOP. 


THUNDERBIRDS 
ONE AND TWO LIFT OFF, RE 


JENKINS AND LINKER ARE RUSHED TO 
HOSPITAL FOR DECONTAMINATION AND 
INTERNATIONAL RESCUE FINISH THE 
OPERATION. 


INTERNATIONAL 
RESCUE TO 
BLOCKHOLISE... 
MISSION 
COMPLETE. AND | 
REMEMBER OUR]. 
DEAL, We BOTH 
HAVE SECRETS, 
TO KEEP. 


\ 


y 
» THE FIXING 
Bute LEAVES 
THE WALL... | 
THEN — 
LOWER TH 
CRATE GEN 
INTO... ee 
Oy 


is 
TLY 
he 


SUPERCAR 
UNDERNEATH... 


/'vE GOT 
THE CRATE / 
OKAY, PETE > 


FINE, 
Me. MERCURY! 


gt a 


Moon — Mars 
Pluto — Venus 
Saturn — Uranus 
Mercury— 
Neptune 


Security 


CENTURY Patrol 
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